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and what you have heard from others, it will probably make
you think.
A. D. March 1940
To which I immediately reply :
Villa Volpone
10 Fairfax Road, N.W.6
13th March, 1940
MY DEAR ALFRED,
But what a delightful gift, which I shall not only treasure,
but re-read. (I know your poems better than you think.)
You will be amused to hear that I whiled away a dull even-
ing at the theatre by asking myself why I put Housman
above you. And this is the answer. Your magnificence is
easier to achieve than Housman's simplicity ! Any day of
the week I can throw you off between London and Brighton
a Shakespeare-sounding, Douglas-looking affair. While set-
ting down the last sentence my mind was already at work
on a sonnet to your address beginning
When that I peck at thy unruffled breast. . .
Whereas I just can't begin to think in a new strain, the
strain that was new when Housman wrote
Loveliest of trees, the cherry now . . .
Milton's poetry flames in the forehead of the morning
sky. Housman's twinkles in the Shropshire gloaming.
Yours, my dear Alfred, glitters like Cartier's window at
lunch-time. I feel that every expensive word of it was
written in some boudoir within patent-leather distance of
Bond Street.
Ever your
JAMES
Whereupon A. D. puts his foot on the Agatian gnat with the
single sentence: " Mon pauvre monsieur, are you not aware
that seventeen of my best sonnets were written in Wormwood
Scrubs ? " Enchanting !
March 14    Spent the day writing my article for John o' Lcm-
Thursday.    don's Weekly on Zola's centenary next month.
J*ooking up Vizetelly's life am enormously in-
terested to come across this:
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